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Ah what may be those secret, secret sighs, and what that i ended spare?
Art thou, e'en thou, the wailing lover of some wanton wight, Paynim?

A many say to thee 'My Life;' another many say 'My Love;'

\Vhat art thous  Art thou Life, or ait thou Love? declaie aiight, Paynim.

The flame-hued -n ine hath flushed thee, dear, and set thy sweetest face aglow;
Art thou become the lamp wherewith the topeis' circle is dight, Paynim?

O wherefoie in the burnished mirror lookest thou so oft, my fail ?
Art thou likewise astound of thine own dazzling beauty's sight, Paynim?

I've heaid a Paynim hath made thrall of hapless and forlore Nedim;
Art thou that foe unto the Faith, that adveisaire of right, Paynim?

Ghazel. [328]

Is't the chirp of the harp, cupbearer, that hath stol'n my wits away,
Or the rose-red bowl, I marvel, that thy dainty hands convey?

Those glances so bright and keen are the pielude to all thine airs;
Are thine eye and thy viol attuned, O minstrel blithe and gay?

Can it be thy rubies bright and pure, or a precious bale
By the rieving zephyr's hand untied in the garden-way?

Thou hast drawn the veil of shame from before thy dazzling cheek;

0  child of the giape;l wouldest filch from that roseate face the say *

Doth it hide not away, O love, in a little secret smile,
That mouth o' thine that it shows so small? by Allah, say.

How comes it thou meltest not for delight of that fresh spinel?2
Alack, is thy heart of stone, O ruby cup, I pray?

What limner of strange device may this be, Nedfm, unless
The Erzheng pencil 3 hath taught to thy reed its own display ?

1  The child of the grape, the daughter of the vine, i. e. wine.

2  i. e. for delight of touching her lips.

3  Eizheng or Erteng is the  name of the studio and also of the collected
painting*  of Mani, or Manes,  whom  the  Persians  suppose to have been a
inostf^skilful artist. The idea heie is of course that the poet's fancies are as
beautiful as the pictures of this renowned painter.